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For those who fear falling:  
 
it’s bound to happen 
 
at least it’s effortless 
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we find each other abandoning 
the names we were given, 
 
meet in the streets and drive 
to fight the graying man at the DMV: 
 
two forms of ID, a court order, 
a piece of mail, a letter insisting 
 
upon the need to be male, don’t forget 
the car keys—on the hook, front door. 
 
taste the new vowel sounds 
that were not yours before. 
 
try the shapes your jaw will make, 
reaching out a hand to shake another. 
 
call your mother, hear her trip over 
and over the name she gave you spilling 
 
into the one you asked for. 
offer your dollars at the front desk 
 
and tell them this is the name, 
the one that is reminded from the living 
 
room at least once a week, to please 


















Rib Poem  
  
I admire the indent  
between the bony peaks  
of your rib cage, just above 
the soft that marks  
the start of your stomach.  
The height between 
the valley and the ridge line  
is severe, even for one so thin.  
Not a sign of miles run,  
the crater is a sweet oddity; 
a burst of growth barreled  
the ribs above before you ever  
took a breath  
or filled a room  
with your soaring soprano.  
  
I see the way sweat slips   
down your chest, sliding  
between your breasts, 
not caught by the nylon  
stretched taut over the hollow  
at the end of your sternum, 
when you come back home  
panting in the mornings, 
slouched shirtless on the couch. 
I see it slow and pool, 
as your belly balloons   
and collapses and, as you  
let go of air again, 
it spills over down your front, 
leaving a stubborn salty trail. 
  
I imagine your stomach’s dip 
as a sort of birthmark, 
though in your first months  
maybe it was hidden, padded by   
infant fat and swaddling blankets. 
I wonder when the water   
started to pool, when the bath  
stopped running off your round  
baby belly and instead  
collected in the cavity  






I press my ear into the depression  
of your torso in the evenings,  
resting the weight of my head  
where I picture your upset lives,  
the place that sucks in air  
when you sob,  
the place that knots and   
catches your breath   
under the worry,  
the place that rises up   
in my own chest, inflating  
lungs with excitement at   
the unexpected sight of you, 
walking unaware across the street. 
  
On some nights, 
the ones with nothing to do,  
the ones with only this to do, 
my lips kiss the indent,  
take in the ribs that jut out  
above the rest, 
and follow wherever  








































Three times last week 
I fell to the bus floor, 
propped against a pole or 
on the edge of a seat, 
toe tips tucked under me 
instead of feet planted. 
I was surprised by my weight 
thrown by slamming brakes and taking  
with it my legs, unsuspecting, 
tripping me forward into strangers’ arms, 





























Pink in London winter, as if 
burned in summer somewhere south, 
soaked in oats and chamomile, 
left undressed on a clean red towel 
or the sheep skin rug, as Mum 
warmed up a pile of white  
greasy muck between the palms  
of her already soft hands. 
 
Or if it was my dad— 
with calluses he’s had 
since he started farming,  
a kid on family land— 
his cracking skin that bleeds 
in cold would catch 
on the blossoming bumps  
of my infant rash,  
but there would be no tug, 
no brusque insistence on finishing 
the path his hand set out on. 
  
Just as when he’d brush our hair— 
the comb halted, 
his pull stopped, 
and rather than yanking the teeth  
through daughters’ tangled nests, 
his hardened hands would search  
for single strands, 
unwinding each from its interlocked spot 

















Each winter, often by December, 
my lip splits. 
And so does my brother’s, 
just left of center, 
right, if you’re looking at us. 
 
It begins a crack, 
superficial and creeping, 
a seam deepening 
into flesh, exposing itself to wind 
and spit and the sting  
of lemon or salt and spit again. 
 
And in his case, fire, fighting 
heat that I don’t care to imagine. 
Waves from blazing trees, 
radiating mountain sides, 
fires wilder than they were 
the year before. 
His lips dry and split 
as they burn through 
the late summer, and then the fall— 
it takes all winter 
for them to heal.  
 
So, when I see him  
back home and my head  
is shaved short like his,  
and the fires are quieting  
to dead leaves and cold damp, 
and he can steal East 
for a week at Christmas, 


















as we often have, 
to see whose hands  
are worse. 
The back of my right 
a patch of raw bumps, 
red back drop with white 
where the skin peels. 
Every little seam splits 
when I flex my wrist, 
but it doesn’t bleed 
until I scratch. 
 
My little sister’s finger 
cracks in three places 
along the large ridges  
of her biggest knuckle. 
She smooths the swollen bulb 
with the thumb she sucked 
for sixteen years—it bucked 
her gappy front four teeth. 
She uses ice to stop the pus. 
 
When the itching eases 
and the oozing lines dry up, 
the skin on our ring fingers 
grows tight until hard enough  
to scale and weather 




















they won’t stop  
relentless like breath 
 
remind me of the time 
your air stopped 
 
robbed by a day of sweat 
and sun and some pills 
 
and you were fine 
but for too many seconds 
 
I couldn’t find it 
































Somewhere, New York 
 
The room shines blue. 
Morning light crosses 
the wires in my eyes, has me 
reading the white walls      
something darker. Why    
are we awake, when     
we stayed up late enough 
to see the sun rise? 
 
The soft of my belly sticks 
with sweat to the bend 
in your back. A blast 
of air from the flat’s  
sole unit slips under 
the weighty comforter, 
chilling the stretch of me 
left exposed by the way 
you throw the blanket, 
away from the heat 
trapped between us. 
A fever of old winter covers 
and new touch sweat  
and the thermostat you set 
as low as it goes.  
You’re from the west coast 
where the weather  
welcomes body-warmth all night,  
but I come from air that catches 
thick and wet. And I can 
hardly stand just lying 
by myself in August. 
 
You’re different than me, 
and you’re different than  
you were yesterday, 
when we were holding limbs 
tight, careful to maintain pockets 
of space between hands, 
as we grabbed poles, feet as we 
stumbled, tossed by lurching trains, 
hairs as we bowed heads, 
reading a page or screen, the feeling  






Sometimes, you get tired 
and sleep, forgetting the space, 
resting your head on me. 
The train’s A.C. beats back  
stifling station heat and screams 
the same three notes pulling out, 
homage to Bernstein, 
wailing: 
there’s a place (for us). 
 
The subway sings, excited 
by alternating currents 
on lines built for direct, 
the molecules shivering notes 
and I shiver too 
lying next to you 
in the blue-white room, 
or the borrowed car, 
or the reeking train, 
changed 
by the way 
last night 






































Floor flies up, 
stomach sinks down. 
When your gut catches up, 
metal wings turn you around— 
couldn’t stand even if you were allowed. 
No way to know that the spinning 
is in your head. You’re hurtling through air  
too thin to breathe. No ground to find  
beneath you, just a strip of carpet, 
on an aisle of plastic, attached to this metal shell, 


























Breakup         
 
In warmer months, the tree drips sap 
onto the Volvo’s peeling white roof, 
the lowest hanging branch drags 
its angular leaves lengthwise front to back, 
as wheels slide blind into their muddy grooves. 
 
The sticking stuff must be sweet. 
It cakes on, joining pollen and dirt and paint, 
baking hard in the lengthening days, 
and drawing in black ants that spill 
along each seam between car doors— 
cupholders teeming with wriggly legs 
and discarded shells of sunflower seeds. 
 
Last week, something crunched as I pulled in— 
the leaves meeting the windshield,  
crinkling against glass, 
new yellow seeping out to the tips, 
replacing pliant green with dry,  
resisting the car’s parking routine. 
 
Soon these few will die 
and fall to the ground to join  
the rest. The ants will too, 
from cold or by sipping 
the warm water I mixed with sugar 
and borax and put in a little dish. 
And I’ll neglect to scrub 
the freezing crud that 
built up for months, when  
it would have been just as easy 
to park somewhere else 
and wash the car before  

























I rise to scratch 
a line of red, 
three bumps rise too. 
The flush of histamine, 
provokes the swelling, 
so I can count. 
Each white dot 
emerging from the mound 
is one bite mark. 
This was no mosquito, 
this nagging itch, 
    this poison left behind, 
this was you, 
  who feeds on me, 
    each night I dare to sleep 
on my mattress  
soaked with chemicals, 
    where you still reside. 
Uninvited, 
  welcome overstayed: 



















Crowded under a constructed arch 
that will be dismantled in hours, 
stomping, and jumping, and shaking limbs 
deadened by unseasonable cold, 
they pant, anticipating the effort 
of pounding shoes against pavement, 
breathing heat into cupped glove hands. 
 
A digital clock winds down, people praise 
the country, hands over hearts, 
an announcer counts, blaring  
over rented speakers— 
ten seconds! Get ready runners! 
Three! Two! One! A distorted blast 
and they’re off, 
or they try to be. 
The group is a clot, a bottle neck, 
pawing the ground, impatient, 
as they wait to break off. 
 
Some prance, bouncing on the balls 
of lean feet, freezing 
for an instant at the top 
of each buoyant stride, 
legs arriving ahead of torso. 
 
Many labor, knees seeming to lock, 
buckling after each footstep,  
just trying to pick up toes  
before the leg falls again. 
Each thud ripples up: heavy 
heel, trembling thighs, white 
fists, panting steam. 
 
A few sail. 
Level heads floating along, 
atop bodies that have learned 
not to waste energy on up  
and down, when all that counts  
is how far and how fast  
and how many times 
one neon shoe can be put 





If I Should Hesitate to Lend You My Car       
 
No, I’m glad to, 
but first, let me  
show you the way  
you may have to slam 
the gear shift into park— 
I use an open palm, 
ram it against the flaky 
leather to lock the stick 
into its resting spot. 
 
The button 
that cranks the window 
up and down isn’t where 
you’d think. It sits 
in the middle, between 
the seats; the driver’s side 
is slow and the child lock 
is always on. 
 
Actually, the back door 
on the right doesn’t open 
anymore—I’m not sure  
when it happened 
but the lock gets stuck 
and I would just 
go around. 
 
The trunk’s tricky, 
the key has to be turned 
to the left—or maybe 
it’s the right—as you 
push the plastic in 
and lift the lid. 
Careful, it’ll fall 
hard if you let it. 
 
Dad tells me 
the heat used to work, 
but recently it won’t come on  
and if it does, it will  
cut off, so I keep a winter hat 
tucked inside the glove. 
It’s blue and it’s clean, 





I’m sure this will be 
our last pass at 
the NC State Inspection. 
They’ll make us 
redo the brakes, 
even though it’s only 
months until I move 
to a city big enough 
to have a metro,  
and we won’t need  
to wonder how many more  
rumbling miles 





































I can’t help but look down 
over the East River, hundreds 
of feet below: the cold brown  
indifference, and nothing holding 
me—two feet—from the current 
but a pair of rickety planks 
bolted to a narrow beam. 
Then another pair, and a couple more, 
with gaps that command my eyes 
to look down, and gauge the space 
my flimsy shoes will have to bridge. 
 
I wish I could look up 
and wonder at the massive slabs 
of steel and concrete, how they 
are fixed in the river’s filthy bed. 
Instead, I think of those who wandered 
too near a ledge, imagine the moment 
when flesh hits water—would impact kill me? 
I try to count the feet down—would you drown 
or would the current sweep you up—just 
keep going, don’t look around. 
 
I walk the bridge once each month, 
June, July, and this time with you, 
in August, but the sky isn’t as blue. 
It’s a shade-less haze,  
dampening the color of our last day, 
your cotton candy overalls muted 
before the rusting wire cables  
that partition sky into slanting gray squares. 
The sunset is just a little dull; 
even the clouds lack imagination. 
 
I stumble ahead of you, 
as far and as fast as I can, 
before I feel knees go weak 
and white-knuckle the greasy I-beam. 
You catch up to me, 
lean over to meet my eyes— 
look down I say, too loud, 
and even you are taken aback 
by the surprising lack of anything 












I’m back on coffee and 
dough bread  that sits  
in my gut for days 
 
I need the buzz I need  
the hum to  quiet 
beyond the songs 
soft enough familiar enough 
to blend in  with the rest 
 
in my head: scattered half— 
thoughts  shooting off  
in d i f f e r e n t  directions 
ricocheting  off the skull wall  evading 
attention  that is   somewhere 
 in the center 
reaching for      sentences 
that will    dart away 
   before I catch them. 
 
caffeine   beats   loud 
sets it all    in order 
stops the motor  
running of its own accord 
























Egg & Soldiers      
  
When mom would scoop  
an Egg Man’s egg 
from the excited water 
after the timer’s scream 
and place it in the black 
and red chicken cup, 
rapping a butter knife  
against its pointed top, 
I delighted to see  
the salty golden orange 
ooze from the seam, 
spilling over the shell’s lip 
as her fingers lifted  
the top clear off. 
 
Prepared for battle: 
buttered soldiers, 
strips of toast spread  
with just a scraping. 
I’d dip the tip  
of my crisped bread 
into the warm yolk bath, 
let it drip, and duck 
my mouth under to try a bite. 
 
I didn’t like the first 
touch of egg to tongue, 
but the second mouthful— 
accustomed to the strange taste, 
there was a richness  
to the crunchy toast  
drenched in creamy yolk 










As I marched soldiers  
into my yellow mouth, 
the pool slowly shrank 
to a little puddle cradled 
in firm white walls. 
Once the toast was gone, 
I’d push my plate aside  
and mom would hollow out 
the shell, the bed 
of gelatinous white, 
smashing it onto her slice 
of grownup toast, kept whole, 
swallowing the leftovers  
of the breakfast prepared 
for her picky child,  
the one who still  
won’t touch eggs unless 
they are timed just right: 
the yolks, warm and dripping. 










































dreamt a baby tumbling off a cliff, 
nearly asleep in her dad’s arms. 
 
I fell with them as he explained why 
they had to jump from their seaside town,  
 
down, for minutes, to the gray froth 
below. the babe was showing signs 
 
of pausing before doing, signs of nervousness, 
and there’s already so much it’ll have to fear. 
 
I am the baby and I am the dad, 




























They meet for what seems like weekly coffee. 
He is older and stumbles, 
his remaining silver strands laid neatly  
behind his hearing aid, ample space 
in the gap between his drooping ears 
and his crease covered skull. 
 
She moves with ease but isn’t feeling well today. 
She changed her med routine, and now she’s interrupted— 
her companion calls hello to Dan, 
a librarian who is made to weigh in 
on the book the older man most recently enjoyed. 
Dan greets each with a bowed head hand hold, 
and the old man says sorry you were saying— 
he has had a cold and she agrees it’s cold outside. 
Do you remember when it was sunny and nice? 
Can you believe that was just yesterday? 
 
He grips the chair and climbs to stand, 
leaving the lady to sip her latte, 
and peck at a cookie she keeps on the table. 
He shuffles a wooly scarf around his bare neck— 
gives a little on the left, tugs a little on the right— 
and shrugs into a foamy green fleece 
that’s pilling and not nearly warm enough  
for the growing cold of December. 
 
She stays a while after him, 
puts in her ear buds and scans the lines 
of a newspaper with one pointed finger. 
For a moment her glasses appear to fog 
but it could just be the lenses are old 
and cheap, not as clear as they used to be. 
The frames are a loud shade between salmon 
and red, with wildcat print on the arms. 
Her mouth trembles delicately; I can’t tell 























fire devours the woods 
water won’t help 
 
unbothered by men 
burning at its feet 
 
sheets of orange red blue 
unfold spring loaded 
jump neighborhoods like stones 
skipping over smooth surfaces 
 
blazing pillars, dancers 
hurling their arms again and again 
stamping the parched earth 
the shock rippling overhead 
 
they’ll use machines 
to get above the chaos 
release cranberry clouds 
of chemical dense  
then diffuse as it floats down  
to cool the brush and interrupt  
the instant when wood ignites 
 
they can’t fight the flame  
they can only starve it 
upend dampened vegetation 
scorch patches they can control 
strip the ground bare and slowly 
deprive it of the grass and brush  
and wood and stuff it craves 
claim some small percentage  







Water streams new paths 
 
fingers lacing across land, 
running in reverse, meeting 
not at sea but in streets 
and grocery aisles, seeping 
into foundations, saturating 
slow spongey earth, turning  
roads into rising rivers, 
mile after mile inland 
from the soaked coast, 
cradling root systems  
to float their bundles above 
ground or close enough so  
the suggestion of gust 
topples well grown trees, 
who withstood much more 
on days when storm 
































Migrant       
 
I know a woman 
who walked across  
a desert and two countries. 
Her sloping hips held 
three young ones, 
later, 
just two. No food, 
and only rations of water, 
she outran the man  
who had planned to take her, 
to rape her and  
her daughter, to eat  
their food and leave 
their clothes scattered  
across the inhospitable land. 
 
Her skin, 
singed by months of sun, 
starved and parched, 
and grasped at, 





































That sweater I stole, 
thick cable knit and sturdy wool 
too scratchy for my dad— 
I cuff the sleeves twice 
and tuck the extra-long cut 
under itself, just below my hips. 
 
The pants I’ve torn and sewn 
and torn over again, 
too worn for a needle to fix 
the fray without a patch, 
fished from the trash. I swear 
to become a better seamster 
on these boyfriend trousers, 
with the handsome taper. 
 
The corduroy shirt she found 
fits me just right, a surprise, 
as the men’s cut often won’t 
pull shut across my chest  
or if it does the shoulders billow 
or the sleeves slip past my fingertips. 
This one ends at my wrist 











































Falling asleep feels like falling 
through the ground, giving 
in to the imagined force 
pulling your head down, 
choosing to let go, losing 
consciousness and praying to  
no one that you’ll find yourself  
again, and forget all  



























Divorce: A Love Story 
 
I read this book yesterday, searching its rain-crumpled pages for 
knowing when to call it quits. The Reckoning they called it; the 
conversation when you both know, when you know it’s done. Reckon 
I’m good at breaking up, expert at talking points, where to have the 
talk, when to walk away, to follow up, etc. But how to know when. 
The insurmountable problem. The critical mismatch. The it shouldn’t 
be this hard. The settling in to knowing I don’t want to fix it.  
 
Last week I walked down West Cermak, endless tiendas and taquerias. 
Bright colored store fronts, mariachi music warding off the drudgery 
of drizzly October. Had to walk because I felt like I was falling through 
the floor again. Had to call her because we agreed to every day, she 
asked for every day. Reeling off the stories, the tourist attractions, the 
conference goings on, careful to avoid naming the one I came to see. 
Quick—bring up the room that five of us slept in for two nights, me 
on the couch, alone, one arm asleep the whole time. Neglect to talk 
about the bed I shared the next two nights. Yell bright colors—the 
most interesting sessions, how beautiful the lake is, the delicious tacos 
at that place El Milagro, we should really come here some time. 
 
Stop, she said. Every time she hears me, she gets that pressure in her 
chest, where she has a hard time breathing, where it gets tight in the 
nook at the base of her sternum. She doesn’t want to talk on the phone 
anymore—it makes her sad. It’s pouring now. Silence after she tells 
me, looking for the insurmountable, I said it’s ok, we don’t have to talk 
when I’m away.  
 











Binder           
 
Smash the fat of rounded hips, 
force upward to make straight 
the line from leg to shoulder, 
fill in the scooped out curve— 
the waist—with fabric and flesh. 
 
Bind the breasts, 
fold them into the center 
of the sternum and lift,  
let nylon hold them pressed 
against ribs, careful 
not to let the soft tops spill 
over the fabric’s lip. 
 
Build a trunk. 
From soft pale body 
wrapped tightly in black 
comes a core, round 
but solid, unwavering though  
reliant upon the taut pull. 
 
Don’t touch the spots 
where life could flow 
from one to another— 
too often held  
by fiber tight and  
strangling,  
they are numb. 
 
Don’t let anyone see 
the squeezing of torso  
into tube, the wrestle  
between sweat moist skin  
and vest’s black cool. 
 
Get stuck alone, 
half in, half out, 
yank the constriction  
away from the throat— 
direct it down to 
stomach and breasts. 
Obscure the shape 








I can only write before the sun comes up,  
at my desk with the legs all twisted 
that I found on the side of the road— 
some son’s first carpentry project— 
 
when the silence is welcome 
and private, intruded upon only by  
the fan or the steady hiss 
of the kitchen’s gas heater.  
 
The flaking white wall guides my eyes  
to return to the sheets in front  
of me. Seated here, all that contends is  
blank space and drawn shades. 
 
No dinging devices, no passerby’s squabbling, 
no women smoking on the sidewalk, 
as kids whine or squeal. No next door neighbors 
mounting bicycles, or backed up traffic  
for the start of the school day, or distance  
runners pounding pavement. Not even 
the little boy who always stows his leftover soda 
in the corner of the bus stop, when finally,  
the earliest F arrives late and he’s lifted 
by one arm through its waiting doors.  
 
For now, it’s only me 
and the mouse I haven’t been able to catch 
this week, who knows the rest of the house  



















talking to myself  
 
my body is safe 
being in my body is safe 
I am my body 
I am safe 
my body is safe 
being in my body 
is safe I am 
my body I am 
safe 
nothing is happening 
my body 
is safe being 
in my body 
is safe I 
am my body I 
am safe 
nothing is happening 
my body is 
safe being in my body is 


































Wednesday as a CNA 
 
If he dies during lunch, 
she’ll need to sweep his mouth for food 
and sponge him clean, checking still 
to make sure the water is warm. 
 
She’ll want to place his hair 
wherever it fell best his good days 
and arrange his dentures to stay 
without being held by tongue or cheek. 
 
She’ll have to shape him  
into the pose that best mimics sitting 
and pick whether to tuck in his arms 
or rest them across his chest. 
 
She’ll hope the warming blanket 
might keep the life inside  
his still slack muscles, a while longer, 
postpone his hardening cold. 
 
After his daughters bag the things 
the room collected, she checks 
his time of death tags, removes his teeth, 





















the transmission is going           
 
drive it till it’s done 
forget the fear of future problems 
  three Christmases so far 
 
the engine is failing under foot 
it could go today or next month 
  can’t imagine mornings without you 
 
the task is to watch and witness 
while pushing it over the edge 
  to realize there’s a choice   and refuse to make it 
 
when it goes 
and it will go whenever 
  every evening we bicker  I could quit but I don’t 
 
it will simply slow to a stop 
as the clapped-out gears refuse to change 
  I gave up  wanting to  you’ll be okay—you could stay with family 
 
far beyond the will of a shoe 
pull over with the car’s momentum  
  your skin stays in my mind  sorry for the surprise goodbye 
 
nothing left but to feel it give up 
make sure there’s a AAA card in the glove box 



















Drives to Bolin Creek         
  For Bowler, the black lab 
 
My car’s still sour with the stink of the dog 
we buried three years ago, who used to drip 
 
creek water on summer days too humid for seats  
to dry before one day rolled into the next. 
 
Wide black eyes bulged in his thick skull, 
as he ran, launching off, ears flapping, freed of his leash, 
 
in bursts of speed his bones would bound ahead, 
loose folds of skin rippling as they tried to catch up.  
 
When February weather jumps to 70, 
and the car reeks of something unseen, 
 
some dampness never given time to air out, 
I crank the window down too late and relish 
 
the stinking ghost of his body bounding over brush 



































summer storm in February 
water sliding in sheets  
down the windshield 
we’ve been staring  
through for hours now 
I tilt my head  
against the car seat’s rest 
and the world falls 
forward in panels 
or I dive back like I did  
when I was a kid 
edge of a board 
back arched over 
aiming hands then head 
someone holding my hips 












Before I Go      
 
I return the plates to their rightful place 
below the counter, beside the reject bowls 
we bought cheap last year from the art studio, 
checking for crud that sticks to our mismatched  
dishes when you neglect to wash  
the sauce or other sticky stuff 
off the surface soon enough. 
I rarely picked a fight about it; 
there were plenty of bickering nights. 
 
I stack glasses and slide the silverware 
into their drawer, avoiding  
the serrated points—we don’t 
separate them anymore. 
I’ll take my nicer knives and 
you can do it your way going forward. 
 
I scour residue built up 
on the sides of the lighter mugs 
from our morning coffee, 
tea for me—I don’t need the caffeine. 
I do it with bleach because you won’t. 
The fumes hurt your head, 
you can hardly stand the chlorine scent 
that lingers long after I scrub  
our kitchen white again. 
 
I fish stray boiled beans  
and withering brown-black spinach leaves 
from the sink’s basin and race them 
to the trash, slamming the metal 
that caught our left-over’s leftovers 
empty against the plastic can’s sides. 
 
I do the dishes every night, 
so it seems only right to do them 
one more time, with you in the next room. 
I go slow, I know this is the last 
of us cleaning the house together. 
The end came fast, but now I drag 
my feet, sweeping linoleum, eyes red 
with tears and cleaning smells, before  
I pack a bag, walk down and out, 
call up the stairs goodbye, 
hoping—like always—you’ll notice  











The Night after We Say Goodbye 
 
We stand in the river 
from which we can see 
the Arc de Triomphe,  
the Taj Mahal, the Space Needle. 
 
A dazzling blue bridge, 
with arches lined in crumbly gold, 
just upstream from where I wade. 
I know to wait, what to expect  
drifting in the water: 
a dead body, 
hollow from decay, 
face bloated and gray. 
 
The first one is a cleansing, 
a ritual for a corpse laid to rest, 
floating down the dream river. 
 
But then it becomes a dump 
and bodies come faster 
than I can avoid them. 
I go dancing, leaping 
above and diving below 
the surface, twisting 
and arching to accommodate 
the discarded bodies, 
who wear nothing more 
than torn sports bras 






















The decoration themes for 
the living room of the house 
in which I now reside  
are cacti, cowboys and green, 
allowing for a longhorn skull 
hung in the center of the wall, 
a painting of a pig leaping 
into a leafy pond scene, 
this turquoise water pump base  
topped with a lampshade, countless  
spikey plants. Somehow, I wound up  
sleeping here after moving out  
of a theme-less home 
filled with things we liked 













































before you know 
 
beneath a blanket 
toying with finger tips 
and touching to find 
the spot just where 
your hair turns to neck 
the dip between your spine 
and the long muscles 
that stretch to turn your head 
 
that’s the best place 
I’m allowed to touch 
and raise the hairs  
on your forearms 
 
it’s not quite I know you 
it’s more like I know my guess 























I’m trying not to fall out of love 
even though it is time. 
I do not want to return 
your kettle or the woolly sweater 
I gave you last Christmas, 
made to keep you warm 
but not make you sweat, 
because you get so nervous  
and your skin needs to breathe. 
I don’t want to take back 






























A Name         
 
Palindromic—like racecar, 
the same backward  
and forward, but symmetrical,  
common enough to often be punctuated 
with the initial of a last name. 
 
And also alliterative, 
an easy pairing, 
first launching to last, 
their breathy H’s 
a tag team. 
 
The way the first syllable stretches 
from one corner of a dad’s scruff 
to the other as he grins his greeting. 
 
The way the A’s lengthen in the shout 
of an angered sister alerting the house 
that this one has done wrong, crossed 
a line, hit something younger and softer. 
 
The way it’s whined by a 10-year-old brother 
just moved from England, who still sticks R’s 
on words ending in Ah’s and Oh’s. 
 
The pinched way it’s squeezed,  
eyebrows knit, chin tucked to neck, 
when a mom frowns as she doubts that  
that’s a good choice, 
sound compacted, pressed 
through pursed lips that know best. 
 
I paid hundreds to erase you, 
piles of papers, racing 
around the harsh bends of old 86 
with not enough minutes 
before the office closed at 6. 
 
I printed you with care 
one final time, I hoped, 
and watched letters align 
Old and New 
in the Orange County court house’s waiting room 
 
Hannah Bromley Hodge 




H-A-placed on the line, 
the slow start to a birthday card 
in laborious bubble letters 
that often read H A N N A H  B I R T H D— 
before being crumpled and tossed away, 
 
N-N the endless homework’s 
and bubble sheets where N’s 
marked the middle of symmetrical 
wings in the FIRST NAME BOX 
       A                A   
H       H 
 N  N  
routinely followed by a shapeless LAST  
and whatever school ID  
I spat out from memory, then 
 
A-H, 
the end of every letter  
that lacked a P.S., 
a sloppy squiqqle following 
a grandiose H in a signature, 
slanting up and squeezed against a margin 
where she didn’t quite fit. 
 
I have loved her 
and she lives in letters 
to and from a tragic two weeks 
at sleep-away camp, and father’s day 
school projects, and scrawled apology 
notes with kid phonetics, 
piled, paper-clipped 
and placed gently, 
by my mother, 
between old birthday cards 
and the poems grandma wrote 
in her handed-down rolltop desk, 
that sits in the entry way 
and squeals so terribly  
whenever it’s opened or closed. 
 
And on the official document: 
 
 
Carter Bromley Hodge 
  Proposed Name
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